
THE CHRISTMAS TREE
A REMINDER QF THE CUSTOMS OF

REMOTE AGES.

of the Dutch. The aonest Dutchmen, even
in the new world, could not forget the
pleasant associations connected with the
season, and it Is recorded that on tho first
Christmas passed by the Dutch colonists
Ofj this side the Atlantic they cut down a
cedar, took it into the church, and, with
uch means as were at hand, decorated and

lighted it, hanging upon its branches pres
ents from the governor and his lady to
every member of the colony. Tho tree was
never In favor among the Puritans of New
England, however, until after the begin-
ning of the present century. They imag-
ined that in some way not very clear to
their own minds It savored of papacy, and
that for them was enough to cuuse Its re-

jection.
The Christmas tree Is thus moro than a

fanciful reminder of the day and season.
It Is an historical institution recalling cus-
toms which years ago became obsolete and
a religion which has been dead for many
centuries. It is a beautiful token of the
season and a reminiscence of ages so re-

mote as to have left no written trace.
There is no danger that the world will for-

get or Ignore It. An Institution which
can last for 30 centuries at least is prob-
ably good for 80 more. St. Louis Globe-Democr-
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FAIRIES KEEP CHRI8TMA8.

A fairy woke on winter night
And looked about with glance bright.
"I think I will arise," she said,
"And leave- my comrades La their bed,
And I will go abroad and see
How mortals faro. " Ho, full of glee
At such wild daring, forth she wont
Uu bold Investigation but.
The air was chill ; the moon ahone bright
As ever on a Hummer night.
The ground waa covered deep with snow,
And trees stood leafless, row on row.
The fairy shivered In the wind
And said, "The friends I left behind
In their deep slumber happier are
Than I who rashly roam so far."

Yet on she went and sought the town
And in amaze went up and down
buch lights, such music and good cheer,
As grace no other time of year,
buch happ) faces everywhere,
Buch glad release from fret and care,
And homes so garlanded with green,
Aa ne'er before the elf had seen I

"I thought the world was dull and drear
In winter aine," said shtf. "Oh, dear!
I wish my comrades only knew
Bow bright it is, how fresh and new,
In Its white dress; how every street
la all alive with bounding feet ;

How people laugh and sing and pluy
It surely la some festal day!"

Through street and house and church and
a tore

She flitted, wondering more and more
At ail ahe saw and all she heard,
Hoping for some enlightening word,
When on a banner carried by
She saw these words uplifted high:
"Rejoice, O earth, be glad and gay I

It ia the blessed Christmas day !"

Away she sped o'er town and hill
And field and wood and frozen rill,
Unto a cavern warm and deep,
And woke her comrades from their sleep.
"Arisel" she criod. ''Oh, come away I

The world is keeping Christmas day 1"
And ever since when birth bells chime
The fairies help keep Christmas time.

-- Lillian Grey in Boston Transcript.

CHRISTMAS LEGENDS.

Christ Child Flowers That Came Into
at His Birth.

Many flowers are bel ieved to have sprung
Into existence the niuht on which tho
Christ child W M b fftt.

In France there is a pretty legend of tho
rose colored Sain ei When the babe
was lying in his m incer, t his plant was
among the gifts ami herbs which com-pose- d

his bed, but suddenly it opened its
pretty hi Peso ni and formed a wreath fur
his head.

The black hellebore, or Christmas rose,
is also called Christ's herb because "It Bow
ereth about the birth of our Lord Jesus
Christ."

In Sicily the children put pennyroyal In
their cots on Christmas eve because It al-

ways flowers at the exact time of Christ's
birth.

In the east the rose of Jericho is said to
blossom at Christmas, close at Oood Fri-
day, or the crucifixion, und open again on
Easter, or the resurrection morn.

The peasantry in Spain believe that rose-

mary brings happiness with its perfumes
on Christmas eve Imjcuuso the Blessed Vir-
gin hung the little frock of Jesus to dry
upon the rosemary bushes.

The variegated thistle known as Our
Lady's thistle was so called because of tho
Virgin's milk which dropped on it when
nursing Jesus. Its heuling qualities a re-

attributed to this.
The snowdrop, or "fair" flower, of Feb-

ruary blooms In memory of the time when
the Virgin presented Jesus in the temple.

The pretty little wayside flower known
as "Lady's Bedstrand" was so called be-

cause Mary made the manger bed of it.
The sycamore attains its great vitality

and verdure because, the Mohammedans
say, it is tho tree of Joseph and Mary and
sheltered them in their flight into Egpyt.

The Star of Bethlehem was so called
of its resemblance to the star which

guided the Magi.
The rose of Jericho Is also called Mary's

rose. It sprung up wherever the Blessed
Virgin's feet touched the earth on her way
to Egypt.

The juniper which is sacred among tho
Celtic peoples, received its wonderful pow-

ers because when Herod's soldiers pursued
the holy family the juniper opened her
branches and covered them from sight.

Another legend tells thut the cross was
made from juniper wood.

The pine, hazel, fig, date, palm and rose-

mary are all attributed with virtue as tho
shelters of the holy family.

When they passed through tho forest, all
the trees bowed In reverence; only the as-

pen remained erect and arrogant. So the
Holy Child pronounced a curse, and "at
the sound of his voico tho aspen began to
tremble through all her leaves and has not
ceased to tremble to this dny."
There eumu not a breath of wind through the

trees.
Then why did the aspens shiver?

Another version is:
Once, aa our Saviour walked with men below.

Bis path of mercy through a forest lay,
And mark how all the drooping branches show

What homage beat a silent tree may pay.
Only the aspen stood erect and free,

Scorning to join tin- voiceless worship pure.
But see! He east em- - look upon the tree.

Struck to tho heart, she trembles evermore.
An old legend tells that by the fountain

where Mary washed the swaddling clothes
of the Holy Child beautiful flowers and
bushes sprang up.

In Italy the lupine is said to bo cursed
by the Virgin because when she carried
the Holy Bambino through a field they
rustled so loudly she feared that robbers
were following her to kill the Holy Child.

Another version tells that they all with-
ered and fell Hat, and when she found out
her mistake she blessed them, they grew
erect and bore tenfold lietter produco than
before.

The brooms and chickpeas rustled and
crackled so loud that they brought Herod's
soldiers near, and Mary cursed them.

A Spanish legend tells that the holy
family came to an orange tree guarded
by an eagle. Tho Virgin begged an orange
for the Holy Child. The eagle miracu-
lously fell asleep and the Virgin plucked
three oranges tine for Jesus, one for Jo-

seph and one for herself.
A Roumanian story is something the

same, but of apples. Tho Christ Child is
restless and will not sleep. The Virgin
gives him her apple ; then he throws his
own upward and it becomes the moon, the
other and it becomes the sun. Then the
Virgin knew that he was Lord of heaven
and earth. Philadelphia Ledger,

pet bom the ends of ftp earth year after
year that my past may never be forgotten
by me. I ought to be dead, but I dare not
die. I shall taste tonight of such food as
we ate that night. All that we had. I
would give up all my riches if I might eat
It with my loved ones, but it la not to be

not to be. "
His chin came down upon his breast.

He was a statue of despair. Clearly to mo
he was also crazy. He would have been
considered so by any' man in my place.
Plainly enough he had worked himself
Into a frenzy and at that moment was suf-

fering from a reaction. While he was In
that mood and I was wondering what to
do with him or for him there was a flash
of light, a touch on my arm and a whis-
pered:

"John, what is the matter?" It was
Toinette, with my bullseye lantern.

"You were so long gone that mother be-

gan to fret and worry and I said that we'd
go after you. She's outside. Don't go)
I'll get her. " And she was out and back
again before I could do anything.

"A crazy man," I whispered, and gave
them a chance to peep. All three were
watching the man's back, when, with a
heavy sigh, ho raised his head, moved to-

ward tho front door and thence out upon
the little porch. There were choking and
gasping noises at my side and Boniebody
clutched at my arm and hung on it heavily.
It was for a moment only, for the pressure
was instantly lightened and mother's voice
said:

"John! John! That man is David! I'm
sure of it. Let me get to him I" And the
frail little woman actually struggled to
put roe aside, and doubtless would have
screamed had I not clapped my hand over
her mouth.

"Hush! Be calm I" I said. "It Is well
to be certain before we act."

"John, there's the table set just as it
was set the night he disappeared and in
the same room. And this is the anniver-
sary night. Please let me in, John."

"Yes, mother, if you and Toinette will
do just as I wish," for I had a plan In my
mind to test the matter. This being agreed
upon and the heavy tramp of the man still
sounding upon tho porch, I almost carried
the two women from where wo stood to
the vacant chairs, into which they dropped
in a half faint. As I turned away I lower-
ed the wick of the small lamp so that dis-
covery would not be immediate. The wait-
ing was a long one intolerable to the two
weak creatures in their agonies of doubt
and hope. Once mother gave a weak, hys-

terical cry, but smothered It immediately.
Toinette was all of a tremble from cold
and nervousness. At last the man came
groping into the room, confused by its
darkness. "Repentance is useless," I
heard him say. ' ' I shall come no more.
God Is not merciful to an old man like
me. I have not the purpose or the will to
keep on hoping. Eh! What's this?"

His hand was so shaky as he leaned for-

ward over the table to turn up the wick of
the lamp that he fumbled blindly for the
screw and finally had to pull the light to-

ward him. With a full blaze on, he placed
it heavily upon the table close to tho two
waiting women, and still leaning forward
stared in their faces as if fascinated. They
also were spellbound, and mother as white
as death. Toinette was, as she afterward
confessed, frightened. Tho man, she said,
"seemed to be stabbing her with looks
from his eyes. " Would he uever be done
with that greedy stare?

Twice ho raised a hand from the table
and put it to his forehead as if dazed. A
noise in his throat showed that he was
trying to cry aloud as If he were In the
agony of an Insupportable dream. The
test was a cruel one, but It did not last
long, perhaps a minute, though it seemed
a score of them.

"Mother! Toinette!" Tho man fairly
shrieked the names. Their arms went out
to embrace him.

"Alive and In this place tonight of all
nights!" he cried. "God be praised I"

He was standing erect as ho spoke, his
clasped hands raised high toward heaven,
his face upturned. "My penance is end-
ed," he said to himself, and begnn to sway
and clutch at the air and to fall as a great
tree falls.

Into my arms descended David Vance,
like ono tired out with hard labor. In tho
lap of tho little mother I laid the great
gray head that hod, like hers, lived on
hope so many years The daughter's hands
came, like bracelets of love, upon her fa-

ther's wrists. Thus he rested until con-
sciousness came back and his opened eyes
saw the lovos of his old life, glorified
through ninny tribulations.

At last, after 1 1 long years of such spir-
itual torture as befalls few people, the
broken threads of his family life were once
more in the hands of David Vance. He
said so, with an indescribable pathos of
look and voice, at the reunion supper that
same night at the Westmoreland after the
bewildered Frank had been added to the
party.

"Not until tonight did I lose hope, " re-
marked the old gentleman. "I can't give
any reason for not surrendering to what
seemed a certainty. Wherever I was, in
the mines or in great cities, there was al-
ways within me m plritlike confidence
that some if not all of us would meet
again. Tonight for the first tlmo I de-
spaired, and yet" halting for a second
and looking around the table with the elo-
quence of undying affection In every line
of his noble faoc "and yet, seel we're
here, all of us, alive and full of cheerful-
ness, as if thcre'd been no storm."

"Thanks for this to John's ourioslty,"
murmured Mrs. Vance from under his
arm.

"Thanks to little mother's restlessness,
that was always expecting something,"
aid I.

"Thanks to the good Lord, above all
else," said Mr. Vance slowly and solemnl-
y,' as If it were a prayer. Chicago Post.

and properly executed, and that for this
reason no tenant would take the house at
any rent. Still another legend, picked up
by me in conversation with "old settlers"
and considered from a professional point
of view, was to the effect that the present
owner was a man beyond middle age who
had been disappointed In love, the object
of his affection being the daughter of the
woman who had been murdered and the
man who had murdered her, and that he
flssme to the house every little while, like
one to the tomb of his departed, to mourn
over his loss, the girl having considerately
married the man sho loved. It will be ob-

served that the little house seemed the
nucleus of several tragedies, real or unreal,
and therefore became an uncanny spot to
the superstltiously inclined. A community
of houses, like a community of persons,
seems necessarily to cover disreputable con-

stituents, and the cottage, from its mean-
ness of appearance and its unpleasant an-

tecedents, looked more disreputable than
any of its neighbors, and seemed, therefore,
always an object of suspicion.

The light of the Christmas day had blend-
ed with the darkness of the Christmas
night. I had traveled my beat as In duty
bound. Our dinner had been eaten and
all evidence that it had existed removed
with housowifely skill and care. Frank,
Tolnette's big brother, had gone out for a
mile walk, "to shake down his food," as
he said. Toinette was reading to me, half
dozing in a chair, and the clock had just
struck the half hour after 8 when mother,
with an unnatural excitement In look and
action, came into the room.

"It's there!" she cried, breathing hard,
her hand over her heart. "I've been
watching for It. Somehow I felt sure that
whoever was there last night would come
again tonight, just as last year."

"What Is the matter, mother?" said my
wife, running up to her. "You frighten
me."

"There, there, daughter. I didn't mean
to scare you, but it excites me so to see a
quiet thing like yellow light looking out
between the blind slats of that empty
house that I suppose I show my feelings."

Tolnette's forehead had two up and
down wrinkles between her eyebrows as
she looked at me with a hard stare. Then
she spoke :

"John Austen dear John you're big
and ain't afraid of ghosts, and are a po-

liceman besides. Now do go down to thnt
shanty and find out what's inside. It will
relieve mother's mind so. "

I wnsn't on duty, but an officer of tho
law ought always to be on duty is the way
I look at it. So I got my work clothes on,
put my star where I could show it easily
and went away with tho laughing threat
of arresting tho ghost.

Somebody or something was in the old
house, sure enough. Threads of yellow
light around the windows proved it. I
pushed softly at tho door of the little lean
to In the rear. It noiselessly swung open,
letting me into as mean and squalid a
kitchen as I ever saw or heard of. It
wasn't much bigger than a large closet.
The stove was cold and rusty. Its front
door was broken and hung by one hingo.
The griddles had pieces knocked out of
them. Only one pot or kettle was visible.
Two panes of glass were gone from tho
one window, and rags were stuffed into tho
holes, the tight wooden shutters hiding
them from outside view. A tallow candle,
stuck in Its own grease to tho bottom of a
ruined saucer, gave a Bwlrling, smoky
flame, by which I saw a few bits of dilapi-
dated crockery on a shelf. The table was
an Inverted dry goods Imx, from which
pieces had been broken for fuel. Groat
heavens! Into what a nesting place of
poverty had 1 stolen my way t What did
this opening scene promise?

My entrance had noiselessly forced open,
just a hair's breath, the door to the adjoin-
ing room. Blowing out the candle, I en-

larged the opening until my eye could take
in the contents of the apartment. The first
look showed a gray haired man seoted at a
table, his arms upon it and his head upon
his arms. I was directly behind him, and
my glances took In the length of the little
room. Such a room and such a table! The
plastering had dropped off the celling and
Rides, leaving ulcerous looking spots.
What remained was of a dirty, gray color
and a network of cracks. The lath showed
like the ribs of a skeleton.

The table was covered with a cloth,
clean, but porous with holes and fringed
with tatters. In tho center was a little
kerosene lamp of glass, whoso wick was'
so small as to afford little moro than a
firefly sort of glow, but it was enough to
show a plate holding six potatoes with
their jackets on and a half loaf of bread.
Three plates turned down, three tumblers
of water and knives and forks at each
place, added to thoso articles which tho
man had pushed aside, were all the table
held. Throe vacant chairs, one at each
plate, were notices of expected guests.
There was no stove, and the air came cold
and musty into my faco through the crev-
ice of the door. Warmly dressed though I
was, I shivered with a dread that I was
looking at the phantom of tho dead mur-
derer or at the real and crazed lover or at
a tramp making a mockery of his Christ-
mas dinner. The bowed down figure sud-
denly sin nk as with an ague. A groan
came from it. A minute moro the man
was sitting stiffly erect, staring at the ta-

ble and muttering and sighing.
Vory real, but very crazy, he seemed.

None the less so when, rising to his feet,
ho became a figure of magnificent man-
hood gray topped, but tall, muscular and
dignified a soldier in looks, even to the
trimming of the heavy white mustache.
His clothing was black, and not a glint of
ornament was visible. What had this
grand looking old man to do with this
place of chilling misery? He was Its foe
by dress and .bearing. Its unspeakable
poverty made It his enemy.

He walked the room with long strides
and heavy footfalls, the floor creaking and
groaning under his weight. There was no
cessation of his talking to himself until,
placing his hands on the back of his chair,
ho halted and looked across the table at
the vacant chairs. Then his mutterings
changed to a loud tirade of self denuncia-
tions.

"This is tho fifth time I havo set this
table and sat at It alone, " he said. "Where
are you, my loved ones? If you are dead,
I pray God that your spirits may come and
see my grief and shame and learn of my
penitence. If you are dead, then I mur-
dered you. I am a criminal, whether you
are alive or dead. I am so guilty that I
would not dare to tell the world of my
cowardly act. For years I've here dono
penance on Christmas nights. This mis-
erable hut is mine my chapel of confes-
sion, my place of self punishment. What
good is all my wealth If you are not with
me to share It? Guilty coward that I was
to flee from you! Money has not been
lacking to find and restore you to me.
Perhaps you starved to death and He In
the potter's field. If you are living, It
must bo that you remember me only with
curses I deserve them Indeed I do "

Then sinking on his knees he said:
"Good Lord, hear my prayer I Give me
back my loved ones ! I have coins to this

Carrie In Procession at tho Midwinter
Festival of the Celts Before the Time
of Christ Yule Log Among the tier-man-

First Chrlatmaa Tree In America.

Among these queer rollcs of a groat an-
tiquity Is the Christmas tree. The very
name of this object, familiar as it is at
Christmas time, indicates a Christian
origin, but there is no doubt whatever
that the oustoms connected with the
Christmas tree, together with the tree it-

self, were a part of the Druldical religion
perhaps thousands of years before our era.
The Druid religion was a curious combi-
nation of nature, sun and fire worship.
Nature was adored In the oak, which, In
north Europe, was the sturdiest, largest
and strongest member of tho plant world.
The sun was worshiped because It gave
light and heat and brought life to all the
world. Fire was worshiped because it was
not only the warming and comforting ele-
ment, but also, when unbridled, a demon
to be dreaded. Thus, tho Druldical cere-
monies and worship comprised a combina-
tion of rites, some undoubtedly borrowed
from the far east, others a growth of the
climate and country which the peoples de-
voted to this form of religion inhabited.
The great festival of the year was at the
midwinter season, when the sun, after
inking low in the southern skies, began

to return toward the north and to bring
with It renewed life to the northern hem!
sphere The date was, approximately,
about the time of our ChrlstmaB, the third
or fourth week In December. At the be-
ginning of the last week in the last month
the sun is at its lowest point and from
that time the days begin to lengthen and,
little by little, the ice king loosens his grip
and retires to his own regions in the north.
Then begin the rejoicings at the sun's re-
turn. In Italy the festival took the name
of the Saturnalia, a season of the wildest
license.

Long before the time of Christ, among
the Celts of France, England and the Brit-
ish islands, at the midwinter festival a tree
decorated with bits of gay cloth and bright
polished metal was carried in procession.
Generally it was an oak, but whatever its
species It was honored as a symbol and
was set up in the Druldical circles, portions
of which still remain at Stonehenge and
many other parts of Groat Britain and Ire-
land, and was adored as a symbol of life,
and finally consigned to tho flames, a huge
pile of wood being placed around it and
set on Are. Where there was a round tow-
er, the tree was burned in this artificial
furnace, but otherwise the great bonfire
was the center of attraction, and around
Its glowing flames the people capered and
rejoiced.

When the usago spread to Germany is
not known. Indeed it is possible that
Druldism may havo originated in Ger-
many and spread thence to the Celts of
France and the Britons of England. There
is good reason to believe, however, that at
the beginning of the Chrsltlan era Druld-
ical worship was firmly established
throughout Germany, and thnt the Christ-
mas tree, under another name, flourished
for a long distance east of the Rhine. Did
we know nothing of the German worship
from other sources, tho occasional hints
and allusions by early Roman authors give
satisfactory evidence that tree and fire
worship prevailed, and the midwinter fes-

tival tree was therefore honored from the
most northern Scottish island to tho Ri-

viera of France and from Flnlsterre to the
great plains of central Russia.

Long, however, after the Christian era
began the yule tree, or yule log, remained
an institution among the Germanic tribes.
As already stated, the midwinter tree was
burned nt the conclusion of the festival,
and a trace of this ceremony is still seen
In the yule log, which, in country districts
of England, is dragged In by half a dozen
sturdy yokels and thrown back of the
hearth to furnish a basis for the winter's
fire. The ashes and charred coals of the
midwinter tree were formerly gathered to
use In Incantations, lieing deemed to pos-

sess supernatural qualities, and even in
this century bits of charcoal from the yulo
log are treasured by English country girls
and boys on account of some superstitious
fancies connected with these bits of sacred
wood.

The midwinter tree, modified from its
pagan uses, therefore became the Christ-
mas tree, and even In its ornaments and
decorations may lie found n symbolism not
so deeply hidden that It can not be easily
detected. The linked chains of gilt paper
were once so many emblems of eternity.
The glass globes and gilded balls were
emblems of the sun and moon. The little
cake Images were once figures of the saints,
more anciently still were little Idols fash-
ioned of wheaten dough and baked hard
in an oven. The tiny candles, without
which no Christinas tree could be a Christ-
mas tree, are a reminiscence of the days
when every sun and fire worshiper carried
with him to the great annual festival his
torch or candle, and when the sacred fire
was lighted, in the round tower or on tho
altar of the Druids, the light was passed
from torch to torch until tho entire circle
was ablaze. In court, In camp and In
cloister In Germany, Franco and Italy the
Christmas tree was an Institution for hun-

dreds upon hundreds of years. When
Gaeta was besieged in tho fourteenth cen-

tury by tho troops of various petty Italian
states, with a contingent from the im-

perial army, Christmas came on eiv tho
city surrendered, and tho besiegers cele-

brated the festival with half a dozen
Christmas trees In their camp and mocked
at the besieged, who could get no trees to

honor the day.
St range as it may appear, the midwinter

tree was forgotten in England, where It
had once flourished as a most prominent
part of the annual festival, and from the
closo of the thirteenth century, after tho
subjugation of Wales by Edward I, tho cus-

tom seems to have been Ignored, save In

remote country districts and among the
humbler classes of working people. It
was revived in our own times by Albert,
the prince consort, who, on tho fourth or
fifth birthday of the Prlnco of Wales, con-

ceived the idea of entertaining tho little
royal highness with a German tree, so had
one prepared. In England whatever roy-

alty does is the proper thing for everybody
else to do, so on the following Christmas
the nobility and gentry all had Christmas
trees, and now the Institution Is Insepara-
ble from the season. The tree most com-

monly used In England Is the holly or holy
tree, so called because, producing its ber-

ries toward the Christinas season and re-

maining green throughout the winter, It is,

In popular superstition, asssoclated with
the greatest of Christmas festivals.

The first Christmas tree in America was
dworated and lighted up In New Amster-
dam When Manhattan Island was a colony

Peculiar Scandinavian Chrlatmaa Eve Cus-
tom.

A custom that Is very common in Swe-
den and Norway in connection with Christ-
mas eve is to "gaa julebok. " This custom
undoubtedly has its origin in a supersti-
tion that hold sway shortly after the ad-
vent of Christianity. This was that on
Christinas eve dark spirits wandered about
trying to exert their influences. Later, as
the people became more intelligent, this
superstition was transformed into the hu-
morous. In some respects it is like the
American Halloween. All the pranks are
done masked. The ingenuity is taxed to
invent something as grotesque as possible.
The "juleboker" often come In pairs. He
Is always expected, and something has
generally been prepared for him. He
knocks on the door and then enters. Ho
has nothing to say, only patiently waits
for something in the way of liquor. When
he receives this, he leaves, but If noth-
ing Is given him he becomes ugly, and
trouble may result. In this way he prowls
about from house to house until he finally
becomes rather unsteady on his feet. Then
he goes home.

In the cities these features do not exist.
It is largely a children's festival there.
At no other time of tho year do the older
people try to become young again as now.
Preparations have been mado far ahead,
and old und young are expectantly look-
ing forward to Christmas. Many keep up
the celebrations to Jan. 20, but It is not as
general as in the country. Christmas
trees are prepared and presents given
away. Tho children gather at different
homes on different evenings, light tho can-
dles on the merry tree, sing and dance,
while the old look longingly on, wishing
themselves again back in childhood's mer-
ry days. Minneapolis Tribune.

THE MISTLETOE.

A Parasite That Draws Sustenance From
the Tree to Which It Clings.

The modern mistletoe, as we know It to-
day, in its present highly evolved and

state as a confirmed parasite Is no
lunger an enigma. It is a woody shrub,
with yellowy green leaves, which specially
affects the boughs of apple trees, pears and
poplars. The people who get their Ideas
vaguely and secondhand from books have
a notion that tho mistletoe's favorite haunt
Is the British oak. This is a complete
mistake, as it was the very rarity of the
mistletoe on oaks that gave one, when
found there, its peculiar sanctity in the
eyes of the primitive peoples.

In the purely wild condition mistletoe
grows mostly on poplars alone. In civi-
lized and cultivated soils It extends its dep-

rivations wherever it get6 a chance, to ap-
ple orchards and pear trees. And this Is
the manner of the generation of mistletoes.
The young seedling sprouts on a branch of
Its Involuntary host, where seeds have been
carried by birds.

Instead of rooting themselves, however
like mere groundling plants, by small
fibrous rootlets, they fasten by a sort of
suckerlike fashion to the tissues of the tree
on which they food, and, penetrating ,its
bark to the living layer just beneath, suck
up elaborated sap from the veins of their
victim. Thus they live at the expense of
the poplar, whose fowl they appropriate,
and when many of thein together Infest a
single tree, as one may often see in the
long roadside avenues of central France,
they succeed In largely choking the foliage
of their unhappy bust Cincinnati En-

quirer.

How to Carve the Christmas Goose.

Place it on the platter with the head at
the left. Insert the fork firmly across the
rldgo of the breastbone. Begin nt tho
wing and cut down through the meat to
tho bone the wholo length of the breast.
Cut down in tho same way In parallel
slices, as thin as can be cut, until you
come to the ridge of the breastbone. Slip
tho knifo under tho meat at the end of the
breast and remove tho slices from the
bone. Cut In the same manner on tho oth-
er side of the breast. Cut through the
skin below the breast, Insert a spoon and
help to the stuffing If more be required,
out the wing off at tho joint. Then tip
the body over slightly and out off the leg.
This thigh joint Is tougher and requires
more skill In separating than tho second
Joint of a turkey. It lies nearer the back-
bone, but practice and familiarity with its
location will enable one to strike it accu-
rately. Tho wl6hbone, shoulder blade and
collar bone mny be removed according to
the directions given for carving roast tur-
key. Some prefer to remove tho wing and
leg before slicing the breast. Exchange.

Christinas Hells.
I heard the betta on Christmas day
Their old, familiar carols play,

Ami wild and sweet
Tho words repeat

Of peace on earth, good will to men I

And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom

Had rolled along
The I n broken song

Of peace on earth, good will to men!

Till ringing, singing on its way,
The world revolves from night to day

A voice, n chime,
A chant sublime

Of peace on earth, good will to men

But in despair I lowed my head,
"There - no peace on earth," I said,

"For hate is strong
And mocks the song

Of peace on earth, good will to men!"

Then pcalod the bells more loud and deep.
"Ood is not dead, nor doth he sleep.

The wrong shall fail,
The right prevail,

With peace on earth, good will to men I"
Longfellow.

THE LIGHT IN

THE 3
"There was a light last night in the

the haunted cottage. "
My wife's little mother spoke it with

shiverand whisper at the breakfast Christ-
mas morning. Tolnctto and I looked at
each other as if to ask, "Is her old troublo
coming back." She, catehing our glances,
shook her head.

"No, my dears, there's nothing the mat-

ter with me, " answering as if she had read
our thoughts. "There was a light there,"
she reiterated. "I heard some one cough.
There were 6trokcs of a hammer and, a
little later, a carriage was driven away. I

saw it go."
She was so decided In voice and manner,

so different for the moment from her usual
gentle self, that I felt sure nothing ailed
her head. Wo were very watchful of the
dear old lady because she sometimes not
very often had mild but temporary de-

lusions. Sho had never entirely recovered
from tho shock caused by the tragic loss
of her husband.

"It was Christinas night a year ago,
John, that you saw a light there," re-

marked Toinette meditatively.
"I havo not forgotten it," said I, "nor

how, when I went to look into the matter,
I plumped into a man coming down the
front steps. What followed was something
like this: 'Beg pardon,1 I said. 'Being
an officer and seeing a light in this empty
house I thought tramps might have bro-

ken in. '

"'I'm no tramp,' replied the man,
speaking in a heavy bass voico, as if he
had a cold.

" 'It was so odd a thing
" 'Odd or not,' he broke In, 'it's my

house, to do with as I like. What's the
time, officer? But never mind! Here's
my carriage. Good night!' And ho was
driven away without so much as a glimpse
of his face. ' '

"Now, I'm not a bit superstitious"
mother declared it with a vigor and

that permitted no controversy,
even had we, her children, thought or said
anything to the contrary "but it made
my flesh creepy to think of any one being
alone in that empty, horrible old shell."

"And then you went to bed and cried
over it half the night," asserted Toinette
reproachfully. "Your eyes show it, moth-
er."

"Kill out my memory, daughter, and
the tears will stop. " Her Hps quivered as
she spoke. "You know I can't help it."

"Yes, I know," and Toinette began to
talk of other matters.

I might as well state right here, so that
the story may bo the better kept together,
that misfortunes had in my case trans-
formed me from a bookkeeper into a po-

liceman, and I had found no way of turn-
ing myself back again. Tho station to
which I was assigned was within five
minutes' walk of the flat we called home.
The cottage about which wo had been
talking was a small, one story structure,
with steps coming directly down to the
sidewalk in front and with a scrimpy,
weed covered backyard, as If it were a
refuse patch from some rich man's garden.
Less than half a dozen years before it had
boon about in the center of a three acre
tract devoted to "truck gardening, " but
the city had grown out far beyond it and
was smothering it with great buildings of
brick and stone. The exterior was kept
In good condition by paint, but its interior
condition was unknown, the owner plain-
ly preferring that the property should re-

main ton&ntlcss. This cottage was directly
In the rear of otir building, facing a par-
allel street. An alley separated the two
yards. From our rear windows wo could
look down on the premises, so that it was
not difficult to notice any unusual happen-
ing. Among old women and children the
place had MM reputat ion of being haunted,
a distinction that seems naturally to be-

come attached to wornout and unoccupied
places, and tins one had not been lived In
for many years. For my wife and her
mother the ttcr especially the cottage
was the remit lor of the saddest period in
their lives. One Christmas night, just 11

years lie fore, tho husband and father,
David Vance, crazed by the ruin brought
upon hi in by the perfidy of a friend and
reduced to a condition of starvation, went
out of that cottage into the blinding fury
of a snowstorm and was not seen Of heard
of again. His family had afterward drift-
ed around, being sometimes hi ono city,
sometimes in another, until they had un
wittingly come back to within a stone's
throw of the Mrthplaoe of their bitterest
recollections.

After the family had left the cottage tho
story ran thn a subsequent tenant had
murdered his wife there and that It was
haunted not y the ghost of the slain, but
Vy that of the slayer, who had been duly

Christmas In France.
Christmas begins at midnight on Christ- -

eve, when every one goes to midnight
In the churches. T his lasts for an

hour. Then we go home and have a fine
dinner or supper, to which our friends
and relations are invited. Black sausage
and champagne always figure prominently
at this feast, and it is kept up till an early
hour in the morning. Yo always put our
shnes by the chimney corner Christmas eve
in the hojK' that the little Noel would como
anil till them. The grown people receive
no presents and send no Christmas cards
or letters. It Is only the children who
havo gifts. The night before Christmas
the shops tire ablate with lights; the res-

taurants keep open all night and are deco-

rated with greens and have Christmas trees
In their windows. In tho Bon Man ho
there Is a huge tree every Christmas, load-
ed with presents for the poor children. In
the Latin quurtor every ono Is up nil
night Christmas eve, nnds all sorts of fun
and jokes prevail. Every ono goes to
church Christinas morning and on the al-

tar of each church Is a creche representing
the Holy Child, his mother and Joseph.
Tho scenery of tho Holy Land. Is In tho
background. Christmas dinners In France
are vory llko tho English dinners tur-
keys, partridges, roast Ixsof and plenty of
champagne and bordeaux. Exchange.

Gypsy Christinas Lore.
They call the cross trushull a trace of

their Hindustani belief in Siva and his
trident.

English gypsies call t he cross trin bongo
drum (three crossroads), or a soil of finger
post.

Christmas, or the Great day, Is Boro
Dlwus.

On this dny they bin n an ashwood fire.
They believe that Christ wns born like tho
Romanics out In the Soldi and brought up
by ash 11 re

Tho Ivy and holly and pine never told
Where Christ hid, and o they remain
green all winter.

But tho ash and the oak told where ho
was hiding, and so they die during the
winter.

The Saviour went round like a Rom
riding on an ass and begged his broad llko

1a gypsy.
Hcnskeda mule If ho might ride on

her, but she would not, so she was cursed
never to be a mother of children.

The ass carried him, so is marked with
a cross, and all asses are the special prop-
erty of gypsies. Selected.

Chrlatmaa Trees In England.
Christinas trees wore unknown In Eng-

land until the reign of Queen Victoria.
After the present Prince of Wales had be-

come 8 or 4 years old Prince Albert orna-
mented a Christmas tree for the amusement
of the Infant prince. The idea pleased the
people, and as Christmas trees were every
year made a feature of the court celebra-
tion the fashion soon spread among the
English Exchange

Chime on, Sweet Hellst
Oh, sweet across the glistening field

The Christmas carols play,
And Joyously each loving heart

Doth greet this holiday

Now "Peace on earth, good will to men I"
Is pealing through the air

While hearta with kindness overflow
And rest replaces care.

"behold the Christ child, newly born!"
Resounds the glad refrain,

And every soul that hears the song,
Christlike, is born again.

Chime on, sweet bells, till round the world
The message aba lie born

And men of every clime shall know
The pesos of Christmas mora I

Keys Books.


